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Snapshots 


Author's Notes: 
Just a little observational piece. Set sometime after Kirk's birthday in Some Kind of Monster. 


Snapshots 


Lars sees the world flash by him. His life isn't a smooth passage of time, one occurrence sequeing gently into 
the next. Before things hit his short-term memory, let alone /ong-term, they're already reduced to snapshots. 


Flashes of life. Frame by frame. Slow-mo. 


He thinks it started sometime after they moved to NYC. He was nervous, so he drummed faster, worried that 
things wouldn't pan out. Talked faster, hands moving in choppy gestures. Brought his hand down and somehow, 
bang! that was a snapshot. A flash of life. 


The flashbulbs at the photoshoot. They drove it home. Sparked bright in his eyes. One second he was there, in 


the frame, the next.. life marched on into the next shot, tableau, arrangement, event, what-the-fuck-ever. 


Scrambling to catch up. 

He's supposed to have this awesome memory; people never believe him when he says that he forgets shit. Like 
Kirk's birthday. Inevitably he remembers something, a snippet that proves he was there. He doesn't remember 
the payload or punch-line but he remembers enough for people to think he's a fuck-up. Sometimes it's gold 
though. 

Snapshots. 

Jerky, like an old movie or a cine-film. 

No matter how hard he tries, he can't iron life smooth. Or his mind He wants to ask Phil if it's supposed to be 
like this, but feels too stupid to ask: it's been twenty years and he hasn't asked anyone. It occurs to him that 
this might be what celebrity's all about. Life in the fast lane? 


Lars lives life frame by--jerky--frame. 


